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The Trzgedic 

And let my woes frowne on the vpper hand, ':■•■ 

Ifforrovv can admittc focictic , 

Tell ouer your woes againe by vevving mine, 

/ had an £dward, till a Richard kild him; 

I had aRichard, till a Ricard kildhim; 

Thou hadft an Ed ward,till a Richard kild him; 

Thou hadft a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 

Duel). I had a Richard to, and thou didft kill him; 

/had a Rutland to, thou hopft to kill him, 

Quy Aiar. Thou hadft a Clarence to, and Richard kild him; 
From forth the kennell of thy wombe hath crept, 

A hcl-hound that doeth hunt vs all to death. 

That dogge ,that had his teeth before his eyes, 

T© worric Iambes,and lap their gentle blouds, 

That fbule defacer ofGods handie workc. 

Thy wombe let loofe,to chafe vs to ourgraucs, 

O vprighr,iuft,and true dilpofing God, 

How doe / thanke thee, that this carnal curre, 

Praiescnthe iffuc ofhis mothers bodie,. 

And makesher puefcllow with othersmone. ' 

Duch. OjHarrieswifcs triumph not in my woes, 

God witnes with me, I haue.weptfor thine, 

Bcare with me,/ am hungric for rcuenge, 

And now / cloie me with beholding it, 

Thy Edward, he is dead, that ftabd my Edward, 

Thy other Edward dead, to quitte my Edward, 

Yong Yorkc,he is but boote bccaule both they 
Match not the high perfection of my Ioffe, 

Thy Clarence he is dead, that kild my Edward, 

And the beholders ofthis tragicke plaie, 

The adulterate HaftingSjRiuerSjVaughanjGray, 

V ntimclie fmothred in their duskic graucs, 

Richard yet liues, hcls blacke intelligencer, 

Onelyrefcrued their faCtor to buic toulcs. 

And lend them thcthcr,but at lrand at handes, 
cnfucs his piteous, and vupittied end, 

Earth gapcs,hell burnesjfiendes roare^aintes praie, 

To hauc him fuddcnly conucied away. 
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of Rich at d the third . 

Cancell his bond oflife,dcare God I pray. 

That I mayiiue to fay,the dog is dead. 

Qu, O thou didft prophecie the time would come, 

That / fhould wifh for thee to helpe me curffe. 

That botteld fpider, that foule bunch-backt toadc. 

QuMar. Ic aid thee then, vainc floorifh of my fortune, 
/ cald thee then, poore fhadow,painted Queetie, 

The prefentation of, but what / was, 

The flattering /ndex of a direfull pageant, 

One heaued a high,tobe hurld downe belowe, 

A mother oneIic,mockt with two fvveete babes, 

Adrcame of which thou wert a breath, a bubble, 

A ligne of dignitie, a garifo flagge, 
lobe the aimeofeueric dangerous foot, 

AQueeneinieaft onclie tofill the feeane. 

Where is thy husband now,where be thy brothers? 

Where ate thy children, wherein doeft thouioyc? 

Who files to thee, and cries God faue the Quecne? 

Where be the bending peeres that flattered thee? 

Where be the thronging troopes that followed thee? 
decline all this, and fee what now thou art, 

Forhappie wife, amoft diftreffed widow, 

For ioyfull Mother, one that wailcs the name, 

ForQuecne, a vcric caitiuc crovvnd with care. 

For one being fued to, one that humblie fues. 

For onccommaunding all, obeyed of none. 

For one that feomd at me, now fcornd of me. 

Thus hath the courfe of iuftice whe’eld about. 

And left thee bur, a verie praie to time, 

Hauing no more, but thought of what thou wert. 

To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 

Thou didft vfurpe my place,and doeft thou not, 

Vliirpe the iuft proportionofmy forrowr, 

Now thy proud necke,bcarcs halfe my burthenedyoke. 
From which, euen here, I flippemy wearie necke. 

And leaue the burthen of it all on thee : 

Farewell Yorkes wife, and Qneene offad mifehance, 
Thefe Englifo woes, will make me fenile in France. 
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